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Thou art his pet, his darling, Oh flute ! Thy enthralling voice hath
captured his heart, but mine is pierced by every note. You drain off the
nectar from his lips. What matter if I die ?

Thy voice drives me mad. Like a lingering torment, your shafts pierce my
aching heart.

Swords and spears are merciful to thine venom-tipped shafts, Oh flute! -
For, they kill at a stroke, but thou delightest in slow torture.

Wives have thrown their honour to the winds; saints, their saintliness
orgetting, have sinned; distracted, they have wandered through forests wish-
ing but to hear thy voice.

Though thy dizzy pride might make you forget, remember what thou art.
Remember, thou art but a wretched reed, renderd divine by his touch.

Thousands, thou hast maddened; wedding my Lord, Oh flute, what
wonder if thou hast in his company learnt to steal ? For, he steals butter, but
thou hast stolen his heart

My pride has crumbled into dust, wherein lie the thousand, humbled. But
though all might answer to thy call, it is not to thee they answer; but, to the
slave of our Lord.1
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